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in Florida. Although she and I had conspired often against her
husband's distaste for travelling, we could never persuade him
to accompany the family on these winter vacations; the north,
he affirmed, was his home, the scenery and even the climate were
arranged especially for his enjoyment. Fishing trips of a summer
and deer-hunting in winter were all the vacations he cared for
and would undertake.
One February, while the family was in Florida, Black received
a telegram from his wife telling of Ruth's serious illness, urging
him to come at once. We noticed nothing unusual about his
hurried preparations for departure, nothing more than a certain
tight-lipped grimness with which he arranged his affairs against
any possible contingency, even to the extent of placing his
property in his wife's name and appointing an administrator to
carry out his wishes should he not return.
Fortunately, Ruth's illness ended in recovery; in a month
Black returned, but with a startling change in his expression and
demeanour. Years, seemingly, had been added to his age, giving
him the appearance of a stooped, haggard and furtive old man
encrusted with hate and suspicion, entirely foreign to the Jimmie
Black we had known so well.
Several days later he carne to the office to ask if old scars could
be removed, I gave him little encouragement except to say they
might be changed, or perhaps made less conspicuous, depending
on their size and location. Next day Black was found in bed
unconscious, but still breathing; that night he died without regain-
ing consciousness. It seemed to be a case of narcotic poisoning,
but there was no known motive, and as there was no proof to
the contrary, the report around town that he had died of a
stroke was not denied. But upon examining the body I found the
letter G3 followed by the figures 307, evidently having been burned
deeply into the flesh over the sacrum many years before and now
dimly visible against the discoloured skin.
The mystery of James Black was never solved officially. Mrs.
Black came home, arranged her affairs, returned to her former
home in Dawson. Several weeks later a sheriff from Georgia came
through the territory looking for an escaped prisoner named
Carlson Wells9 convicted of murder nearly twenty years previously
and sentenced to life imprisonment. Wells had escaped, was
captureds but again escaped; a report had reached the sheriff
that he was living in Alaska under an assumed name. His photo-